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The rnojl lamentable Tmgedie 

Canic I to take her from her kindreds V ault, 

Meaning to kecpe hcrdofely atiny Cell, 

Till I conueniently could fend to Romeo. 

But when I came, Come minute ere the time' 

Of her awakening, here vntimely lay. 

The Noble Paris',. and true Romeo dead. 

She wakes, and I entreated her come forth 
And beare this worke ofheauen with patience: 

But then a noyfe did fear e me from the T orhbe. 

And (lie too defperate would not go with me: 

But as it feemes, did violence on her felfe. 

A 1 this I kno.w,& to the marriage her Nurfeis priuie: 

And ifought in this mifearied by my fault. 

Let my oldlife bcfacrifidd fome houre before his time, 
Vnto the rigour of feuereft law. 

c Prin. We dill haue knowne thee for a holy man, 
Wheres'P^wew mani. what can heifay to this ? 

Balth. X brought my maifter newes ofcluliets deaths 
And then in pofte-he came from CMantuet, 

To this fame place.To this fame monument 
This Letter he early bid me giue his Father, 

And threatned me with death, going in the Vault, 

If I departed norland left him there.’ 

Prin. Giue me the Le tter,I will looke on it. 

Whereis the Counties Page that raifd the Watch ? 
Sirrah.what madeyour maifter in this place? 

Boy. He came with flowers to ftre w his Ladies graue, 
And bid me (land aloofe, andfo I did, J ; 

Anon comesone with light to opc the T ombe, 

And by and by my maifter drew on him, 

And then 1 tan ayvay to call the Watch . 

Prw.This Letter doth makegood the Friers words? , 
Their courfe of Loue,thc tidingspf her death, 

And here he writes, that he did buy a poyfon 
Of a poore Pothecarie,and therewithal!. 

Came to this V ault, to die and ly ewith Inheu 
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of $oineo and Juliet. 

g c e what a fcourge is laide vpon your hate i , 

That heauen finds means to kil your loyes with louc, 
And I for winking at your difeords too, 

Haue loft a brace of kinfmen, all are punifht. 

/>. O brother Mount ague, R\\xe. me thy hand, 

This is my daughters ioynture,for no more 

Canldemaund. 

eJAtow. But 1 can giue thee more, 

For I will raic her ftatue in pure gold, 

That whiles Verona by that name isknoWne, 

There (Ball no figure at fuch rate be fet. 

As that of true and faithfull Ittliet. 

Cape/. Asrichfhall Romeos by his Ladies lie, 

Poore facrifices of our enmitie. . . 

Prin. A glooming peace this morning with it brings. 
The Sun for forrow will not fhew his head: 

Go hence to haue more talke of thefe fad things. 

Some fhall be pardoned, and fome punifhed, , 

For neuer was a Storie ofmorc wo, 

Then this of Met and her %pme. { 

- FINIS. 






